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of my fortunes, if they chccke me here, 
lag. Youare in the right: 

Good night Leiutenanc,! ronft to the watch. 

Caf. Good night hone ft Iago. Exit, 

fag. And what’s he then, that fay es I play the villaine, 

When this aduice is free I giue,and hone ft. 

Probaft to thinking.and indeed the courfe, 

T® win the Moore agen ? For tis moft eafie 
The inclining Defdemona to fubdue, 

In any honeftfuite (he’s fram’d as fruitfull, 

As the free Elements : and then for her 

To win the Moore, wer tto renounce hisbaptifine, 

All feales and lymbols of redeemed fin, 

H»s foule is fo infetter’d to her loue. 

That (he may make,vnmake,c!o5 what (he lift,, 

Euc-n as her appetite fhall play the god 
W ith his wt ake fund ion.- how am I then a villaine, 

To counfell Cafsio to this parrallell coutfe, 

DireQly to his good ? diuinity of hell, 

When diuells will their blacked fins put on, 

They doe fugged at firft with heauenly fhewes, 

As 1 doe now ; for whilft this honeft foole 
Plyes Defdemona to repaire his fortunes, 

-And (he for him,pleades ftrohgly to the Moore > 
lie poure thispeftilence into his tare. 

That (he rcptaleshim for her bodies luft j 
And by how much (he ftriues to doe him goo a. 

She (hall vndse her credit with the Moore*, 

So will Iturne her vertue into pitch. 

And oat of her owne goodnefle.tnake the net 
That (hall enme(h them all: Enter Roderigo. 

How now Roderiw ? , 

Red. I do follow here in the chafe, not like a hound that hunts, but 
one that filles vp the cry: my money is almoft fpent, I babin tonigh 
exceedingly well cudgelld : I thmkc the lflue will be, I ^ all b ^ 
much experience for nn'y paines, andfono mony at all, and with 
little more wit retumexo Venice. . 

Jag. How poorc aie they, that haue .not Patience ^ac 
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the Moore of V enice. 19 

What wound did euer heale.but by degrees? _ 

Thou knoweft wc worke by wit, and not by witchcraft, 

And wit depends on dilatory time. 

Dos’t not goe well ? Cafsio has beaten thee. 

And thou,by that f nail hurt, haft cafticir’d Cafsio J 
Tho other things grow faire againft the fun. 

Yet fruites that blofome firft, will firft be ripe ; _ 

Content thy feltc a while ; by’th maffe tis morning $ 

Plcafure,and a&ion,tnake the houresfeeme (hort : 

Retire thee, goe where thou art billited. 

Away I fay,thou (halt know more hereafter: 

Nay get thee gon : Some things are to be done. 

My wife muft moue for Cafsio to her miftris, 
lie fet heron. 

My felfe a while, to draw the Moore apart. 

And bring him iumpe,when he may Cafsio finde. 

Soliciting his wife : I,that*$ the way. 

Dull not deuife by coldneffe and delay. Exeunt. 

ABm Sc ceild I. 

Enter Caflio jiritlt tJMufitians. 

Caf. A 4 Afters,playhere,I will content your paines, 

i\jLS'omethingthats britfe,and bid good morrow Generali. 

T bey play , and enter t be C lovtne. 

Clo. Why mafters, hayour Inftrumentsbinat Naples , that they 
fpeake i’th nofe thus ? 

'Boy. How fir, how ? 

Clo. Are thefe ; pray,cald wind Inftr&ments ? 

"Boy. I marry are they fir. 

Clo. O, thereby hangs a tayle. 

'Boy. w hereby hangs a tayle fir ? 

Clo. Marry fir, by many a winde Inftrument that I know. But 
ma(Krs, heer’s money for you, and the Generali' fo likes your mu- 

hftue, that hee defires you for louesfake, to make no more noyfc 
wicjiit. J 
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